CHAPTER XIII
GRANET was the first to disentangle himself
from the small group of people who were eagerly
discussing this last ambiguous pronouncement. He
was anxious to get away rather than face any sort
of conversation with Spenser. The latter, however,
had other ideas. He broke away from the little
crowd who were besieging him with questions and
caught up Granet just outside the front door.
"I want a few words with you, Mr. Granet/'
"I should hesitate about that, if I were yotu I
think we are better apart, for the moment/*
"Just what do you mean by that?"
"I mean that if it is true that Lady Grassleyes*
condition gives rise to even die barest suspicion
that she is dead, and that she met her death in some
unnatural manner, the explanation of your ex-
traordinary behaviour last night becomes a little
difficult. I would rather not hear it in private."
"Don't take that line, Granet," Spenser begged,
laying his hand upon his arm. "Listen to what I
have to say before you make up your rnind about
this affair, anyhow. I admit that I was off my head
last night. But remember, it is since that scuffle in
the dark that I discovered from Colonel Dryden
who you really were. For all I knew before that
you were just a sort of adventurer who might
have been guilty of anything/*